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Author's Notes: 
This is my first story on this website, so feedback would be much appreciated. Also, | rushed this a little bit, 
meaning it isn\'t very detailed, but that also means you guys reading can imagine some of the scenes/scenery 
as you wish! 


"Layna? are you awake yet?.." a delicate voice breathed in my left ear. | mumbled, and found the strength to 
push myself up against the wall behind the bed with tired arms. 

"well | am now, John," 

he grinned. that always gave me butterflies, Jonesy's smile, so | couldn't help but smile back 

"good. I've got something for you," 

Jonesy slid off the bed, keeping his eyes on me whilst walking out the room. | grabbed the sheet off the bed 
and wrapped it around my bare body as | followed him downstairs, and to the garden. He was half naked, 
dressed in only thin pyjama bottoms, which didn't leave much to the imagination. 

His three neck guitar, the one that he had made himself, was sitting on a dip in the lawn. He looked back at 
me again, grinning, and swung it up to his arms with little effort. 

Before | knew it he was playing this beautiful tune. | was mesmerised, finding myself staring with a blank face 


at the movements of his long, delicate fingers. He carried this tune for a good 4 minutes. 

‘Sorry, you're not even fully awake yet are you darling?" he chuckled, but swiftly turned expressionless, eager 
to hear my opinion on his tune. 

‘lm enough awake to tell you that was amazing!" 

he cracked another smile, but his eyes smiled brighter. 

"honestly!" | smiled. 

‘lm glad you like it! I've been working on it all morning," 

"how long have you been awake?" 

‘um, l- | cant actually remember." 

just now | had noticed he did have very weary looking eyes. 

"you look so tired, Jonesy!" 

he looked over to the window to review his reflection. "I don't feel tired," he mumbled, touching his face. 

"look, you go up to bed, and I'll bring you a cup of tea or something, ok lovely?" 

he looked up at me with puppy-dog eyes, and then gave in and silently agreed. He walked into the house, 
ruffling his hair, then patting it down. 

| hopped into the house and into the kitchen | put on the kettle, grabbed a mug and a teabag. | made one cup 
of tea, just for John, as | wasn't in the mood for tea this early. By the time the kettle had warmed the water, 
| was already feeling more awake. | lifted the mug, and walked upstairs to find Jonesy lying on the middle of the 
double bed, sitting slightly upright with his legs sprawled outwards, and nothing on. | almost dropped the mug. 
"Do y-.. er. d'you still want this?" | choked on my words and my eyes were locked on his privates. 

"IIl have it later, baby" he whispered, pushing himself further upright. "drop your sheet, Layna," 

| dropped it. | was under his spell. 

"good, now get on the bed." he charmed, gesturing for me to come closure with a curl of his index finger, and 
a glint in his eye. But the look in his eye was less puppy-dog now.. more devilish. | did it, obediently. 

He got up on all fours and leaned into my lips, and he bit my bottom lip, hard. Almost too hard, but it was 
turning me on more than anything. With his hand on the back of my head, he pulled me in, shoving his tongue 
deep into my mouth, kissing and licking my tongue with his own. | knew what game he was playing, so | pushed 
him lightly on the chest, and he bounced lightly back onto the bed. | pushed his arms down, pinning him to the 
bed, but he wouldn't take it. He flipped me over, changing the roles. He pinned me down with all of his strength, 
which made me wet. He must've noticed it was turning me on, as he didn't stop.. he lowered down onto me, his 
hardened member hovering just above my vagina. | could feel the warmth just above me. This made me groan 
without control, so Jonesy kept teasing. He caressed my face, then my collar bones, then my breasts. He 
cupped them and massaged them, one in each hand, whilst grinning as though they were his prize. Then down 
he went, his head inches away from my skin, his breath leaving goosebumps on my tummy. He got down to my 
ready vagina, pushing my legs apart whilst digging his fingernails into my thighs. He slid his warm and slightly 
sweaty hands around my lower waist, thrusting my hips up with a rough movement. Quickly, he ducked his 
head in-between my legs. He looked up at me grinning, again with a devilish look His hair framed the sides of 
his face, and | watched in awe as a drip of salty sweat travelled down his soft skin caressing his strong facial 
structure. Some of the hairs were stuck to the sides of his face and his forehead with sweat. 

Before | could even breathe, his tongue was devouring my pussy, which made me instantly draw a heavy gasp. 
He licked, and played with my clitoris with his soft sweet tongue, | quavered. | could feel a burst of cold, and 

then hot, flood my veins. | was sweating too now. "Layna’ he whispered between licks, but not looking up at me 


this time, "hold it" he breathed. "don't come yet," he looked into my eyes piercingly yet playfully, which made 


me quaver even more. "I can't hold it m-..| can't hold it much longer, Jonesy," | spilled. 

"well you're going to have to," he stated, in full command. 

As | was just in the brim of climaxing, he lifted his head away, revealing his red hot face, glistening with 
sweat all over now. 

He climbed up me, placing his knees either side of my hips, and leant in for another round of kisses. They 
started off sweet and soft, the tip of his tongue feeling its way around my mouth, but would then turn deep, 
rough, and incredibly hot. He soon pulled away, taking a much needed breath, which would follow by a moan. By 
now his length was wet and throbbing, almost as ready as | was. He stood up, and as | was propped up against 
the wall behind the bed, his dick came incredibly close to my face. He was teasing me. 

"open your mouth," he ordered. | did as he said. | wanted his dick in my mouth more than anything right now. | 
craved some more contact. 

He held his member still and let his slim hips bend towards my mouth, his dick going far into my throat. | 
pulled out a bit, teasing him back, and sucked his tip. He let his head fall back, closing his eyes and letting a 
loud groan - which was then overshadowed by his heavy breathing. | pulled it out of my mouth, to catch a 
breath, but Jonesy was having none of it. He was about to reach his climax, and he didn't want to be teased 
right now. He pushed his dick deep down my throat, thrusting his hips back and forth, and pulling on my hair. 
"Fuck, Layna, don't stop," he gasped. | didn't. | couldn't. He was in control, in a role he didn't often play. 

He finally orgasmed, which left him shaking, eyes closed. It felt as though his juices were infinitive as they kept 
on flowing into my mouth. | swallowed as much of the warm substance as | could, and wiped my mouth. Jonesy 
let his body drop down beside mine, and he hugged me tight. | hugged him back, stroking his soft hair. He was 
warm and wet, and shaking. | felt in heaven having his naked body wrapped around mine. 

"that was amazing." he finally broke the silence. "really," he turned to face me. "I'm sorry if | hurt your head, 
y'know, pulling your hair." 

he waiting for reassurance. His sweet innocence left me loving him more than anything. 

"you didn't. it was sexy, you taking contoll" | winked. He giggled, letting his innocence fall back into place. 

“thank you. I'll have my tea now, babe." he said looking into my eyes keeping a straight face, then letting out a 
giggle. He was too sweet not to love. 

"| couldn't be happier with you right now, John," | finally let out. 


"me too, babe." 


